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TO 



MISS A. NEAVE. 



OF EXON. 



My dear Anna. 

At the very great risk of 

giving pain (I will not say ^offence, which you are 

so slow to take, and as you must too well know 
my motives for me to fear this) where I would 
excite so contrary a feeling, I take the liberty of 
gracing these Pages with your name, by homaging 
you with their Dedication. 

Yourself, and others who bear it, have made that 
name so well known in the records of charity — 
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benevolence and all manner of good» that piid 

borrows a sort of celebrity by hemg in any vm^j 
connected with it; and I may thus lM>pe, tho in mki 
different a matter, for at least a reflected &ine» where 
my own unsupported pen would have utterly failed 
in procuring me any..«.jespeciaUy with such a trifle 
as the present. 

Vebt-Vert was introduced to your acquaintance 
on his first arrival in this country, for the advantage 
of your able suggestions as to his befitting appearance 
in his new " Fatherland." You saw him in his cage, 

on his first landing on these our happy shores ^whose 

mere contact (as you know) knocks all manacles off; 
in consequence of which he got unshackled, and now 
roams at large, liberated—if not '' liberal,'' and in 
freedom ^tho nothing " free.'' 

You will now, however, justly regret to see that 

he ^tho here let me not shrink from taking all the 

blame upon myself has in no way profited by your 

excellent counsel as to wearing a lighter garb, but 
that he is still clothed in the same mock-heroic in 
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whi«fa he was first presented to you. You may at 
le«0t rejcHCe that the sin cannot be laid at your door; 

while he howbeit innocent must suffer by my 

obstinacy in retaining for him that pompous dress. 

In all other respects I have done my best to 
make him worthy of the patron^e here adventured 
to be bespoken for him; and in which, however 
unwarranted, I will exult still more, for the oppor- 
tumty it gives me of thus publicly assuring you 
how mudi I am, 

My dear Anna, 

Very affectionately yours. 



M. M. 



March 22, 1840. 



PREFACE, 



The Poem, of which a Translation is here offered, 
deservedly ranks as one of the most esteemed produc- 
tions of the french Muse : it is an universal favourite, 
not only in its native Country_but wherever its lan- 
guage is familiar ; and has hitherto lost nothing of the 
great popularity it at once obtained on its firsf appear- 
ance now more than a century ago*. 

Tho called simply a Poem, this Composition might 
with justice lay claim to the honours of the Epoposa, 

for it has a hero an action and a moral : Nor is it 

wanting in the subordinate requisites of the Poetic 
Masterpiece ; unless we except the verse, which is not 
strictly heroic as not being the alexandrine ^but 

* Yert-Yebt was first published in 1734. 
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five-feet line or 'cers communs. This has also giveti it 
another peculiarity, hostile to the grandeur of march 
by which the Epic should be distinguidied, namely! — 
irregular collocation of the rhyme*, so frequent a Cir- 
cumstance of that form as almost to appear distinctive 
of it, yet for which there seems no sufficient reason, 

tho ^whether it be a defect or otherwise_we will not 

presume to determine. This, however, need not 
necessarily be felt in Translation ; as our heroic verse, 
being of th« same length, may correspond equally well 
with that as with the alexantlrine : Accordingly it hks 

here been thought not only justifiable ^but the ctiosi 

proper to use for that purpose. In all beyondf this 
our aim has been the greatest fidelity and closeh^s 
of interpretation. 

As to the character of the Poem, some diminution 
from its dignity will probably be incurred when M^ 
admit that it partakes largely of the comic quality-;' 
which indeed could hardly be otherwise, <ion«ideritfg 

that it has for hero a Parrot : It may also be though* 

in some degree satirical: Therefor, viewed on ^^ 

* Vers croiscs. 
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yrllolQ, it will perhaps be generally looked upon as be- 
Ip^gi^ to tJbe Mock-Heroic Class; tho certainly of 

the. ;9W^t ploaaiijig kind, for its wit is delicate, and 

s^re pQrf^tly good-humoured, while it is not without 
an p^a^ual moral, and nothing can be noore delight- 
ful than the fancy and playfulness therein exhibited 
throughout. But indeed all this is only very faint and 
incommensurate praise ; as it possesses those points in 
the highest possible degree, and in a oombination al- 
together juasurpassable ; for, with an interesting narra- 
tive,, it is at the same time practical and imaginative, 
didactic and ironical, entertaining and pathetic, and 
le^iving behind an impression of regretful tenderness 
that seems quite preposterous to have been excited on 
so- trivial a subject. Whether Vebt-Vebt will 
leave an equally favourable impression in english at- 
tire remains to be proved, and is perhaps more than 

« 

should be expected : so we are not without fears lest 
this may partake the lot to which all such travestitures 
are more or less subject. Yet a hope is indulged that 
ev^n here Vert- Vert will find some compassionate 
hearts to share his sorrows and lament his fate: In his 
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indigenous costume he has ever oommanded the njtet^- 
pathj of his Readers, and will doubtless continue to do 

so as long as Men who understand french take An 

interest in a race of fellow bipeds who appear to have 
so many attributes in common with themselves. 

Our own acquaintance with the Original is only 
very recent ; but, like those alliances that take place 
on a sudden from some uncontroulable affinity, it at 
once became an intimacy : and the rareness of allusion 
to it, from which it would appear to be but little 
known in this Country, was an additional inducement 
to endeavour at giving it that currency among our- 
selves to which it seems so well entitled. The 
Work was undertaken before knowing that this had 
already been done ; and it is only since its completion 
that we have seen a Predecessor's performance in the 
Translation of Vert- Vert by Cooper*: as also sub- 

* J. G. Cooper. Author of the Life of Socrates. Bom 1723. 
Died 1769. His Translation of Vert- Vert was first printed sepa- 
rately, with some pomp, in 4to. in 1769 ; and afterwards in Dilly's 
Repository, a Collection of Fugitive Pieces (4 voL 12mo. London 
1783. 2d. Ed :) where it stands the first Article. He has used 
the Octosyllabic verse with irregular rhyme, like the Original. It 
is not in his Collected Works. 
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se()iiefitly that of Dr. A. Geddes. 4to. London 1793*. 

All we shall say hereon is ^that it was only a further 

stiinuUat to prosecute our intention, and rescue our 

* Dr. G.'s Performance calls for a more particular notice. 
This we have not been able to get a sight of, and can only judge 
of it from the specimens given in his life by Good. 8vo. London. 
1803. From these it appears to be in heroic verse, and in its ver- 
Bifieation of very unequal merit. As it professes in the title page 
to be ** Freely translated from the french," of course much close- 
ness is not to be expected, especially as so very few Translators 
think thems^ves bound to observe this point at all. It is 
accordingly sometimes pretty faithful and at others wildly para- 
phrastic. But, there is one blot in it of the foulest kind, and 
wliioh. throws all its lighter blemishes entirely in the shade, 

namely the uttering in plain words at full length, and in italics 

as if lest they should escape observation, terms of the grossest 

indecency, the most disgusting Billingsgate of the lowest of the 
french populace ; and which has not even the bad excuse of being 
a copy, for it is not in the Original ; what is meant there, and 
comparatively innocuous from its familiarity to french ears, being 

only intimated by initials. This sort of filth is most unworthy 

unmanly and unenglish, and degrading to the user of it in the 

last degree ; and coming, as it here does from a Clergyman, is if 
possible still more exceptionable and offensive. 

It shows the Writer, like too many others both before him 

and since, whatever were his talents or learning or even perhaps 

some virtues, to have been at bottom a hard coarse dirty- 
minded M&n, whom nothing but his stake in society prevented 
from showing himself in his true colours of a grovelling vicious- 
ness that was merely glossed over by the more profitable appear- 
ances of decency. This sort of foulness is an indication generally 
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feathered Hero from the neglect in whieh he h»» 

fallen ^not improbably from being so shabbily drest, 

by clothing him in a suit of at least a later cut 
if not of better materials, to show him to a/ome 
greater advantage and give him a chance of 
becoming fashionably. 

Not to speak of Tassom,who in his Secchia Rapita 
takes a much wider range than either, in this wsdk 
of Poetry Gresset may share the laurels of Boileau 
and our own Pope : Vert- Vert may fearlessly take 

true ; and the real character of a Man, however kept covered 
over by circumstances, and even tho it should continue so to the 
end of the chapter, may a priori be deduced from it, and will for 
the most part eventually so appear. In the case of this person he 
seems thro life to have given the fullest confirmation to it, show- 
ing himself vain presumptuous and intemperate voDillating 

.jand light principled, and ending with being an apostate to his 
own Church, and strongly suspected of absolute infidelity whUe 
professing pre-eminence as a Christian teacher. 

Aal to his Vert -Vert, whatever merit it may otherwise 

possess, from the above named foul blot it must even where it 

survives..ever remain a sealed book: and it is probably that 
stain which has consigned it to the justly merited oblivion where 
it now lies ; from which it is here momentarily called i^> by a 
reprobation that would be superfluous but for the opportunity 
afforded by it of stigmatieDng as it deserves all such exotic and 
degrading indelicacy. 
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its place hj the side of the Luirin and the Rape of 
the Lock, yielding to neither in fertility or elegance, 
with more of general interest than belongs to the 
ibnner, and free from the exceptions to which the 
latter is bnt too justly subject. 

This comparison, if it do not expose ns to the 
diarge of invidiousness, will at least prepare the 
Reader to «xpeet in the Original a performance 
absolutely immaculate and which shall not be dete- 
riorated in the Translation. On this we must be 
allowed a qualifying remark : Nati<ms must be taken 
as they are, and they camiot be judged with reference 
to a standard not acknowledged by themselves: What 
is quite admissible and innocent in the manners or 
literature of one Country may, from habits of viewing 
matters in a different light, be offensive to another ; as 
things insignificant in themselves may become im- 
portant from drcumstances. 

Without then at all retracting our first assertion, 
we must admit that there are in our Prototype some 
specks (tho really scarcely warranting the use of 
the plural) which it could be wished were not dis- 
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Cf^mible: yet even these are merely T^b^ .qiu^^ 

to fipeak more closely literal; and, as tlMjy^iiei^^ 

require any developement to fill up tbe metM^. mm 
necessarily suggest a forbidden though, thqr mffi 
candidly be forgiyen to the unchastised levity of qui; 
more mercurial Neig^ours. Yenial, however^ as tlvbf 
fault may be in their own, it would be entirely m^ 
deserving of pardon transplanted to an english page : 
We have, therefor, ut avoiding the nn, no indulgence 
to solicit for ourselves. 

As any Biographical Dictionary may be referred.^ 
for a more detailed Account of our Author, w« wili 
here only say so much of him as is incidental to the 
business in hand. 

J. B* L. Gresset was born at Amiens in l709i. 
He was originally destined for the Church; and 
accordingly educated among the Jesuits, into whose 
Order he afterwards entered; but subsequently quitt^ 
it« and became a layman, devoting his time chiefly to 
literary pursuits, as a member of the French Academy; 
He is the Author of three tolerably esteemed Dramas, 
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EMkai^ III,^ Sidney^ and Le Misehant^ and advent 
tfiikc^t'PieeeB of different kinds; but thigl is hid chef- 
Wdsu^*. His character was what is breathed 
tbrdughout all his Writings_that of ' an upright 
setisi^le' and amiable man. Towards the close of his 
fife be grew morbidly devout.- -Ho died at his native 
l^ace in 1777. 

It' is not wiiliout interest to trace tl^ ongin of 
remaricable Compositions : We will therefor mention 
what has been told us only at next hand, and from 
ttu^uestionable authority, respecting the birth-cause 
of Vert- Vert- 

During Gresset^s sojourn with the Jesuits he was 
in the habit of seeing one of his Cousins at a Nunnery 
where she was a boarder for education: His visits 
^re, being more frequent dian seemed necessary, at 

* Two additional Cantos are said to have been written by him 
inteeqaently for Vert-Vert: But, as they were only known 
oraJly, and never have been made public, it may be concluded 
that he did not think they would have improved the Poem ; as 
indaed is most probable, for it is ahready so complete and perfect 
that it could only have been weakened by extension. 

b2 
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last awakened the attention of the Lady Abbess, who 
discovered that they were directed not exclusively to 
his Relative; and he was accordingly forbidden to 
repeat them : Resentment for this prohibition elicited 
VKBT-VEirr, wherein that Order is so elegantly satir- 
ized. Our information is derived from the Superior 
of one of its Houses. 

But Vbbt-Vebt must now be left to speak for 
himself: May he find favour with his auditory i , 
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Vejit-Vbrt! in foreign accents if as well 
Thy melancholy story skilFd to tell, 
Go, hapless Bird ! in Britain^s tongue relate 
Thy luckless wanderings and untimely fate : 
Thy sorrows here, as in more kindred parts. 
May haply find some sympathising hearts, 

Wholl nor the tributary tear refuse 

Nor shun to let thy gayer talk amuse. 

For Us, who now transplant the exotic Bird, 

Like him we^d fain be with indulgence heard. 

Nor useless all in this excursive age 

May be a right perusal of the page, 

To learn that travel, guarded tho from ill, 

PerformM at home is sometimes safer still ; 

And thus, lest evil intercourse deprave, 
From outward soil our English virtues save, 
Keep unpolluted from each foreign taint. 

In native beauty ^without patch or paint. 

Yet were the moral deemM superfluous here, 
Whose " lively '' shuns all mixture of " severe i^ 
To mirthful smiles alone the lyre is strung ; 
If those be raised Vert-Vert has ably sung. 
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INSCRIBED TO MADAME ABBESS OF 



CANTO I. 



You ! around whom the modest Graces' train 
Shine without art and unassuming reign : 
You ! whose pure mind, with truth alone for end. 
Knows with severer virtues how to blend 

Agreeable freedom ^playfulness and taste, 

And culture flowers amidst the barren waste : 

Since "'tis your will T to your view should trace 

A noble Bird^s calamitous disgrace, 

Be you my Muse, do you my accents warm. 

And lend me those sweet tones of winning charm_ 

* These names have not heen preserved. 
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Those tender tonesL-^our lyre awoke 8(»Aeti«Bk€^. ^ JmA 

When fair Sultana*, in her vernal prime, noo? 

Untimely from your mournful loves was toni> - -^^ oT 

And to the darksome realms lamented borne. •'.M 

My Heroes splendid woes, and tender years^ - ; ,^ 

Not less may hope your sympathising tears : ^ 

His virtue — ^thwarted by an envious fate. 

His voyage and long wanderings, to relate, 

Another Odyssey might well oompose, 

With twenty cantos making Readers doz^: 

With threadbare fables from their old abcdes 

One might call up the Devils and Demi-Gods ; 

Whole years with one short month'^s events employ; 

And, on a dull sublime'^s high key to cloy, 

A Parrofa hapless fate hold sadly forth — ' 

To iEneas not inferior as to wnrf.b 

And more unfortunate, nor pious less. 

But ^too much verse brings too much tediousness : 

The Muses are inconstant bees for song ; 

Their taste is rambling, shuns all works too long; 

* A favourite lap-dog. 
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And, sipipfiBg irat the flower, with changeAiI mood 
Soon flies elsewhere in search of novel food. 
To me yonr lessons made these maxims known : 
May in my terse your laws be tnily shown ! 
If, too sincere these portraits to display, 
Some hidden mysteries I shall here betray_ 
The Parlour'^s craft, the GFrate^s arcana, all 

The serious nothings, trifles mystical, 

Your candour will forgive what they disclose : 
Your reason, firee from weaknesses like those. 
Exempts you from such littlenesses^ aid : 
On your pure mind, alone by duty swayM, 
lUusion'^s power was never exercised : 
Too well you know a brow by art disguised 
Less than a winning frankness pleases Heaven. 
To Mortals^ view should Virtuous form be given, 
^Twould not be by grimace aflecting truth, 
Nor under features rugged and uncouth. 

But under yours or ^neath the Graces^ air 

SheM come to claim the altars we should rear. 
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IVe read in many a learned Author's ps^geM^n^^rl 11 
One suffers by too great a trayelling rage* . : J>1 joii" 
Folk seldom grow improved with varyii^ crea^V tm i7 
A wandering life but into error leads*. - . ;:af rnoiH 
Much better ^mongiQur Houaehold-MGkidfii r^osiaiav ^' j'^ 
And, peaceful hooft^alliders, safely plain, ^.V 

On our own hearths oiir "drliis taititleds keep, ^ ; i 
Than roam far diatatat lands and sail die deep:: 
Too surely else, in snarefur dangers c;^i^ht, 
The heart returns mth for^gn moes fhtHbgh^ - , ; t i 
The Hero's mournful fate, my song records, . [r 

Of this sad truth a moving proof affi)rds : 
The echoes, that Keeeri end pfurlours fill, 

Confirm my verse, should any. questicffi still. ,.-• jt^ 



1 



Then, 'mong the Vuitattowf-Tiwas received, 
Erst at Nefters a far-famed Parrot lived ; 
Whose playful grace and imitative art. 
Whose many virtues e'en and generous.lieart, 

* See Appendix. , i^ 

t A Religious Order so called. See Appeadix. an * 
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If hearts thus good were always happy here, 
Should have ensored a fortune less severe * 
VERT-VflBi' (was thus the featherM hero called) 
From India'^s stiote transplanted, here enthralled. 
Still youn^ and kilowtng oodimg yet of aught. 
To this same Convent fo^ his gelod was brought : 
Fair, showy, B|N*ightly, but a fickle tiling, 
Franks amiable, all in ydung lifers sweet spring, 
Still innocentujjbo {(XPvmtA for his age ; 

In short a Bird ^fit for sudi holy cage. 

And worthy of a Convent tot bis cladc : 
Tis saying all. Not needs, recalling back, 
Describing here the Nuns^ and Sisters'^ care ; 

And next to her Confessor ^each one there 

Loved nought so mudi: e^en in more hearts than one 
(So saith a Chronicler gainsaid by none) 
The Father often yielded to the Bird : 
With him he shared whatever cates occurr'^d— 
And sweets, wherewith the much loved Sire in God, 
Thanks to the gifts the Novice-Nuns bestowM, 
Was wont his holy stomach to improve. 
Permitted object of their idle love, 
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Vert- Vert was of that residence ihe soul i ; i ^'»'> uT 
And, save some moody Croneii who heM eontBoixl)'': r^ 
And watchM the younger hearts with jealous feav,' /l 
To all the house the favourite Bird was dear. J 

Not yet arrived at years sanuuned ** discreet,'* ' ^ 

Full free he all eonld say or do" was meet ; 

Still sure to charm and pleiisc, whate'^er the way; 
The good Nuns^ labours lightening with his play,^ 
At bands and rufib he peckM uncurVd by au^^ 
No party pleasant or complete was thought, 
Were he not there to saunter skip and sin^;. . 
He wantonM, but widi modesty of wing. 
With that soft air of smooth and timid port 
Which Novices exhibit e'^en at sport ; 
By twenty voices taskM oh every side 
To all in turn with aptness he replied : 
So Caesar simultaneously erewhile 

To four dictated each a different style. 

Admitted every where (if true they state) 
The darling Pet at the irefectory ate ; 
All there his daintiest desires forestalled ; 
Moreover, for his leisure time, uhpalled, 



CANTO L 29 

To occupy his never-sated powers, 
At intanralfi between the table hours, 

A thousand ehoicest things a thousand sweets — 

Each Sister'^s pocket loaded for his treats. 

^Tis said the mxaH attentions and kind cares 

Took birth among the Sisters of NimT9. 

Each day ihe blest Vbrt-Vjert experienced this ; 

More cod^erM than a proud Court^-Parrot is ; 

All thou^ts to please the handaome Boarder went. 

His days were in «mobled leisure spent : 

The general dormitory for the most 

At eve received him ; there, by all engrossM, 

He'^d but to cfanse his cell ^to any free ; 

And happy Sister then..^too happy she 

Whose chamber, with the night^s returning race. 
He vnth his presence should vouchsafe to grace ! 
The ancient Mothers, colder in their love. 
But seldom harbourM him ; the neat alcove 
Of tidy Novices he still preferrM; 

For mark in all he was a tasty Bird. 

At evening, when the youthful Anchorite 
Had fixM his place of lodging for the night, 
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Till VenuB shoidd her early beams display^ v ' t * 
Reposing on the Apnus-hox* he lay; ' .? i' sn 

At waking, there, unbidden to withdraw^ »' i . / 

The blooming Noviee at her toiiet saw: ^ ^^a aI 

I ^' toilet ^^ say, and low the w^ I speak ; ' '? 

Yes, somewhere faaire (I imGL^that,= howso mefjo, ; >T 
Veird brows Ao^ less a iaithftil glass require, 
Than those in lace ailid ribbohs^ gay attire : 
As there'^s a £tt9hi<Ml for t&e World and CoiutiUui< 

An art a tastethlit fittingly assorts, 

There is not less a manlier for thb yeilL^ '^ : .: : T 

A skill of fold_a finish of detail, /^ 

Can give the gauze..^the simplest^'la^i^n^.ua i^harm : - i A 
Ofttimes the sporti^re Loves^ audaoiote swarm, ' H 

The swarm that pii^ces'dooni and grates with easie,^' - ^1 
Confers on bands a nameless grace to please ; .1 

To flowing Toils imparts a mddish air : 
In shortu—before at Parlour tb repair. 
One owes the glass at least a look or two: 
Be this in whisper said and entre nous. 



t .? 
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* A box for amulets or relics. 
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To our Hqio, without more digression thence : 
In this abode of peaceful indolence, 
Vbrt-Ybrt lived free from tedium toil or pain. 
In every heart held undivided reign; 
For him the Sparrows were forgotten quite ; 
Thence towr Canary birds had died <^ spite ; 
And two Tom^CatsL-jonee f^roimteS) left;to ]HQe, 
From envy now were inadeep:deeliiie; .^ ^ 
Who'd e'er have said in these dieMghtftiLdays 
That all for ill were rear'd bis winniog. ways! — 
That time should ooraa^.ja time of crimes aceors'd. 
When this V ert-T ebt, each heart's dear idol erst, 
An object of disgusi and dread, they'd deem I 
Hold, Muse ! and stay awhile the teariul stream . 
His scmrowft' picture for our eyes prepares, 
Too bitter fruit of these good Sisters' cares I 



END OF CANTO I. 
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Onb well may judge that ia a sohool like this 
The chatty Bird was seldom much remiss 
At conversatiou : he, tongue-tied at meat, 

Ceased talking like a Nun alone to eat : 

He talkM indeed like any book, and then 
In tone that showed be knew the World and Men 
He none was of that coxcomb Parrot crowd 
The age^s air has made so vain and proud ; 
And who, by worldlings taught for merely show. 
Learn only mundane vanities to know : 
Vert-Vert a pious Parrot was and pure, 
An upright Soul, well-led in paths secure : . 
He never an idea had of wrong. 
Nor e^er immodest word profaned his tong'; 
But in their stead he knew Oremme^ — 
Hymns—canticles and mystic colloquies ; 
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He wdl his BenediciH could say, 
" Our Mother f' atid " Your chwity : I pray."' 
He even could soliloquise by rote, 
And aptly Maaie Alaeoque* could quote. 
He "^ueath this learned roof possess^ indeed 
Whatever facilities to knowledge lead; 
Foc» many a deeply reading Maid was hcnrai, 
Who mingled science wt(3i -thrtr rule snstere ; 
And in their heads could word for word retain 
Each carol or of old or mod^n strain. 
Instructed by their frequent lessons well. 
The Pupil soon his Tutors learnM to excel : 
Observant copyist of their very tones. 

The Sisters'* song, sweet doves ! their saintly groans 

The holy sighs ^the pause of languid rest 

The pious slowness closely he expressM; 

And finally Vert-Vbbt now knew by heart 
Whatever Choir-Mothers know of sacred art. 



* Marguerite, surnamed Marie Alacoque, was one of the VJatation 
Sisterhood (of the Convent of Parai in Burgundy, instituted for 
the adoration of ** The Bacred Heart of Jesus**) and eminent for piety 

And holiness. She also wrote some devotional effusions but more 

remarkable for warmth tlian sobriety. 

U 
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Within a Cloister^s limits too confined. 
Soon widely spread a worth of such great kind : 
In all Neters^ from mom till night, supreme. 
The happy Sisters^ Parrot waathe theme, 
Nought else was talked about, nought else was heard ; 
From e^en Motdins they came to see the Bird. 
The sweet Vkrt-Vebt now ne'er the Parlour left; 
Young Sister Prua, in ruff of finest weft, 
Supported him : To the Spectators' eyes 

She exhibited his coat of gorgeous dyes 

His sweet demeanour_and engaging grace : 
Nor faiPd they to remark his happy face : 
The beauties of the tender Neophyte 
Yet least their admiration did excite ; 
Soon as their ears his voice's accents caught. 
All those attractive graces went for nought ; 

Deck'd fiird ^with sentences of saintly pith. 

The youngest Novices supplied him with, 
Th' illustrious Bird began rehearse his part : 
At every moment some new turn or art, 
Still varying with fresh charms his narrative : 
Unusual praise, nor easy to believe, 
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For him who speaks in public the adept, 

Not one in all his auditory slept ! 

What Orator perhaps could say so much i 

They listen'^d praised his memory ne^'er was such ! 

Yet he, experienced, humble in success. 
And well convinced of glory'^s emptiness. 
Still stufTd himself devoutly like a Dean, 
And bore his triumph with a modest mien. 
When thus his knowledge he^d retailM around, 

With closing beak and in a cadenced sound. 

He bent with air demure and sanctified, 
And left his audience duly edified : 

HeM only said some nothings ^trifles pat ; 

Save scraps of slander, or snch girlish chat, 
As at the grate by chance one took on trust. 
Or that our Sisters in their fold discuss'*d. 

In that soft nest, as Senior Sage and Saint, 

Thus Father Vert^Vebt lived, without restraint ; 
To many a Hebe dear, with free access ; 

Fat as a Monk nor venerable less, 

As angel handsome, leamM as an Abb^, 
Beloved as lovely, amiable and gay, 

C2 
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Trimmed civilized ^dres8''d_drill^d bedeck'^d — and 

bevelled, 
Happy, in short, if he had never travelled ! 
But came at length that time of mournful date- 
That time eclipsing all his glories late : 
Oh sad remembrance ! Oh disgrace i Oh crimes ! 

Oh fatal voyage ! Why to future times 

Could not its history be concealM from Fame ! 

Alas, how dangerous is a lofty name ! 

Obscurity is aye a happier lot : 

On this example, here mistrust me not 

That too great talents and too much applause 

Oft times our manners^ depravation cause. 

Thy name. Vert- Vert! thy charms of form and mind 

Were not to these exclusive climes confined ; 

Renown declared them on a distant shore. 

And e^en to Nantes thy glory^s rumour bore. 

There, as His known, The Visitation has 

Its fold of Reverend Mother Nuns ; a class, 

Who, in this land, as is elsewhere the case. 

Are not the last to know whatever takes place : 

These, learning from the former on that head 

What of the boasted Parrot there was said, 
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To Jcnow its truth indulged a Rtrong desire : 
A lay-Maid's wish is a consuming fire ; 

A Nun'^s is ten times worse as closer pent. 

Already to Ne^&rs all hearts are sent : 

Straight twenty heads are turning upside down 

For one poor Bird : At once they to that Town 

To their Superior write in Nevernese,_ 

Beseeching that the Bird so skilled to please 

Should for a time be sent them, by the Loire ; 

And that, conducted on the Nantese shore, 

He might himself his glory there enjoy 

And their fond wishes and desires employ. 

The letter goes : Will come the answer .^when I 

In twice six days : What ages until then ! 

On letter letter follows ^terms more strong : 

Sleep flies them : Sister Cicely lives not long. 
At length the epistle at Necers arrives : 

They hold grand Chapter ^it concerns their lives : 

The vast demand at first them robs of breath. 

*' What ! lose Vkrt- Vert ? Oh Heavens ! Nay, rather 
death. 

" Within these tombs ^these gloomy towers and lone . 

" What should we do if that dear Bird were gone !"*' 
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Thus gpdte the younger Veils, whose growing hearts. 
Still warm, and tired of their inactiTo parts, 
To harmless pleasure yet outq^read their wings. 
And, truth to say, it was the least rf things 
That this pnre flock, so closely pennM and pressM, 
And wfao^Jbende&^jio other Bird po flBcao Td, 
Should at the least a wretched Parrot have. 
HoweW, the Assistant-Mothers, sagdy grave. 
This Senators Presidents time out of mind. 
Whose older hearts less warmly loved, — opined 
To send the channing Pupil, « WM prayed, 

A fortnight^s visit : £»*, like pmdent Maid, 
They fearM lest persevering to refuse 
Might with their Sisters' House a feud induce. 
So yrilTd the hooded State, and spoke its will. 
The Peeresses thus having passed the Bill, 
A fearful tumult followed on th^ event : 
** How e^er to such a sacrifice consent?^ 

^' Is^t true then ! (Sister Sarah cried) Is^t so!*^ 

" What ! we still live, and is Vkbtv Vert to go !*" 
Elsewhere the Vestry-Mother midst her cries 
Three times grows pale ^thrice sequent deeply sighs. 
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Weeps shivers EankBL..And speechless swoons away ! 

Now all is grief: in gloomy hues all day 
Some presage seems to sketch the voyage out ; 
Horrific dreams, the mournful night throughout, 
Still more increase the day^s appalling glooms. 
Too vain regrets ! the fatal moment comes : 
Now aU is ready on the destined shore. 

One fain must part^^perhaps to meet no more 

Begin a cruel absence from one^s love ! 

Each Sister, uttering sobs of turtle-dove, 

Already mourns a tedious widow4iood. 

What fondest kisses, when to leave for good, 

Vert- Vbirt received ! what high what tender fears ! 

They struggle for^^they bathe him with their tears : 

The nearer now he''s this abode to quit 

The more he'^s found replete with charms and wit. 
At length, however, the final wicket^s passM : 
With him Love from the Convent flees outcast. 

" Go fly, my Son ! where honour calls ^pursue :*" 

^' Return still charming and return still true f '' 
" May gentlest Zephyrs waft thee o'er the tide ;*" 
" While I, in dul> seclusion fain to- bide,**' 
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fl 

^' In painful exile langaidi here and cold,^ 

" Grieved — sad — ^unknown and ne'*er to be consoled l'^ 

" Go, dear Vert- Vert ! and as thy pinion roves,**'' 
^' Be still thou deemM the eldest of the Loves r 
Was such a blooming Nunnikin'^s farewell ; 
Who, to divert her languor and repel, 

On her lone couch ^unwitnessM and unheard 

Had oft Sk rebel orison* preferrM ; 
And who would doubtless now, on good pretence^ 
The chatty Bird haveToUowed far from thence. 
But "'tis resolved on : they embark the Youth, 

Till now all worth ingenuousness and truth,., 

Till now all modesty in word as thought : 

Oh may his heart, still guarded, back be brought. 

And for the Cloister yet his virtue save ! 

However it be, the oars now cleave the wave. 

The air repeats the ruffled waters^ tone. 

The wind is fair, the Vessel goes she^s gone ! 



END OF CANTO II. 



* Soe Appendix. 
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The buoyant Bark, now speeding undelayed. 
That o^er the wave the holy Bird conveyed, 

A Monk ^two Qascons* ^three Dragoons, o'^emiore 

A Nurse...jand pair of liberal Ladies bore : 
For Youngster fresh from Monastery-hall 
This was in goodly company to fall ! 

So, stranger to their ways ^the while he scannM, 

Vert- Vert was here as in a foreign land ; 
New language and new lessons here he heard ; 
Their style was jargon to the wondering Bird : 
^Twas here no more those Bible-terms well sought, 
Those pious colloquies with unction fraught, 
Those scraps of Scripture or of mental prayers, 
^Mong our sweet Vestals wont to soothe his ears ; 
But big loud words, nor of the holiest kind. 
That might have well alarmM a stronger mind : 

* " Gascons " are the Wild-Irish of France : on them are fathered 
all ^ bulls'* rough-and-ready wit and rhodomontades. 
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For — ^your Dragoons, no very pious race, 

Here used their Pot-house hinguage as in place ; 

To lighten thus the tedium of the road, 
They worshippM none except the jolly God. 
The Demireps and Oascons, nothing nice, 
Of Alley phrases gave an ample spice. 
The Boatmen, on their side, not more repressM, 

Storm''d ^cursed_bla8phemed and swore fierce oaths in jest; 

Their voices, pitchM in mascline tones and round, 

Pronounced all full ^without one loss of sound. 

Amidst the din embarrassM and confused. 
Vert- Vert in dull compulsive silence mused ; 

Sad ^doubtful timid, fearing all display. 

He knew not what to think nor what to say. 
Along their route they thought, as a resource. 
To lead the pensive Parrot in discourse ; 
When Brother Biobin in a worldly tone 
^Gan questioning the pretty tristful one : 
With sweeting air the Saintly Bird drew nigh ; 
And, breathing forth a puritanic sigh, 

He Ave^ Sister! answered drawling out. 

Judge if this ^^Ate*"" raised a laughter shout ! 
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Together all burst forth, nor quickly ceasM, 
In chorus laughing at the featherM Priest. 
Thus jeerM, the Novice, nettled and dismayed. 
Felt something had been wrong in what heM said ; 
And fearM he might sustain the Jills'* attacks, 
Should he not talk the language of the Jacks : 

His heart ^by nature proud, and which ^high-bred — 

Had with sweet incense hitherto been fed, 
In that assault of withering disdain 
Could not his modest fortitude retain ; 
And losing patience, as he took offence. 
Vert- Vert then lost his pristine innocence. 
Thenceforth ungrateful, to himself he cursM 

Those Sisters dear his tutors best and first, 

Who had not known how teach him to discern 

Politer french^s elegance of turn 

Its nervous sounds and tasteful niceties : 

To acquire them, then, he all his cares applies. 
Not talking much, but thinking not the less : 
At once the Bird, naught wanting in address, 
To furnish room for novel modes of speech, 
Saw he must now for ever all and each 
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Forget the Oaudes* he'd been stuffed withal : 
In twice a day they were forgotten all ; 
So much he found the idiom of Dragoons 
In better taste than that of Convent Crones. 
Of willing aptitude at oral skill 
(Alas, young minds too readily learn ill i) 
The Bird, an eloquent and docile mime, 
Grew coarsely clever in the shortest time : 
He soon like any Trooper*|* learnM to swear, 
And could blaspheme with a Satanic air : 
Those maxims he belied of olden times_ 
Wherein 'tis said one reaches to great crimes 

But by degrees! : he was a finished rip 

At once profess'd_without apprenticeship. 



* This refers to some of the Romish Oiaunts or Litanies 
begimiing with that word. The name of "Gaudy-Day," as applied 
to some festival days still kept up at our Universities, has probably 
the same etymology. 

t The Original hath it ** Better than an old Devil at the bottom 
of a holy-water font" As the Reader may never have heard one 
of those gentlemen imprecate in such a situation, our more vernacular 
phrase has been substituted. 

+ " Nemo repente fuit turpissimus.'* 
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Too well his memorj he engraved upon 
The boatmen of the Loire^s whole lexicon : 
Whenever one of these in some wild fit 

Let fly a " H !"' Vert- Vert straight echoed it : 

Applauded then by all the vulgar train, 
Of his poor merit satisfied and vain, 
Thenceforth he but the shameful honour loved 
To be by a corrupting World approved ; 
And, thus degrading his colloquial art, 
No longer acted but a laic part. 
Must thus examples of seductive evil 
Entice young hearts from Heaven to enrich the Devil I 
Chaste Irises of Nevers** Convent ! say, 

Meanwhile these mournful scenes ^thro many a day 

What in your desert cloisters woke your cares i 
Ah ! doubtless ye made penances and prayers 

For an ungrateful libertine''s return 

A fickle heart unworthy your concern 

And who, to other chains a willing slave. 
Despised your loves nor longer cared to have. 
The Monastery's portals then^-no doubt. 
Were sore beset by tedium ill kept out ; 
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The Orate in solitary moaming wept ; 

And silence then perhaps was ahnost kept 

Yonr wishes cease—YsBTv Vert deserves no more ; 
No more Vjbrt-Vbbt's that reverend Bird of yore, 
That Parrot so sweet-temperM, nonght self-willed. 
That mind so pnre, that heart with fervour filled : 
Must I then say.Jie'^s but a ruffian coarse, 
A vile apostate, and blasj^emer worse ! 
The faithless winds and Nereids of the flood 
Have reapM the fruit your generous labours sowed 

No longer vaunt his knowledge rare on Earth : 

Ungraced by virtue what is genius worth i 

Forget him then : the shameless wretch, nor loth. 
Debases now his heart and talents both. 

Meanwhile to Nantes the Voyager drew near. 

Where our impatient Sisters languish^ drear ; 
The day for their fond wishes came too late. 
For them the day had too confined a date ; 

While flattering Hope ^their tedium to relieve 

(False Hope, for aye ingenious to deceive I) — 
There promised them a cultivated mind, 
A well-bred Bird, with sentiments refined, 
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A modest ^edifying tongue, meek spirit, 

Good principles, in short acconiplishM merit. 

But Oh distress ! ^Oh expectations vain ! 

What grief awaits the breasts who entertain ! 
The bark arrives ; the crew descend to land : 
A Warder-Nun was seated on the strand : 
Since their first letter to Ne^iers was sent, 
There every day to take her seat she went ; 
Discursive o^er the wave''s remotest verge. 
Her eyes appearM the Heroes keel to urge. 
There disembarking near the hooded Crone, 

The cunning Bird knew by her looks and tone 

Her prudish eye half closed her plaited ruff 

Her lofty cap^her gauze of finest stuiL— 

Her dying voice_the snow white gloves she wore. 

And — better still her little Cross* before. 

He shudderM : and "'tis thought, howe''er uncivil. 

That Soldier-like he pitchM her to the D 1 ; 

More liking much to follow some Dragoon, 
Whose slang he understood, companion boon, 

* See Appendix. 
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Than go anew ^mong Nuns to take the vows 
And learn their lessons litanies and bows. 
But, maugre struggles, our vext scamp was fain 
Perforce to follow to the hated den ; 
Despite his cries tine Warder bore him off: 

Along the way he bit her not in scoff 

But right good earnest, some say here some there 

On the arm the throat, nor is it certain where ; 

Besides ^what matters lit By force at last 

Our Crone within the Convent gets him fast. 

She announces him : With rumour far and wid 
The notice spreads : as its first news betide. 
The great bell rings : "'twas prayer time : this hear 
AlFs instant left, they rush to meet the Bird : 
** He's in the Parlour, Sister ! yes, 'tis he !" 

In crowds they fly, they bum_they broil ^to see ; 

The Elders e'en, with their symmetric gait. 
Of tardy years have now forgot' the weight ; 
Old age grows young ; and with the briskest Nuns 
For her first time now Mother Judith runs { 



END OF CANTO III. 
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At length they see, nor feast enough their eyes 
To view our Bird'^s fair form and brilliant dyes ; 
And justly, for the fellow in this mood 
Was not less handsome for the being less good; 
That coxcomb air, that warlike eye and warm. 
To his good looks e^en lent an added charm. 
Alas, that a deceitful traitor^s brow 
Should thus with every soft attraction glow ! 
Why cannot we distinguish at its sign 
A wicked heart by features as malign ! 
To praise his various charms of hues and beak 
Now all the Sisters all together speak. 
To hear that buzzing swarm discussing o^er, 
One scarce had heard the nearest thunder roar : 

Yet he, amidst the din as if nought stirrM, 

Nor deigning to pronounce one pious word, 
LeerM round him with a youthful Deacon^s air. 
This gave offence : So bold a look to wear. 



50 VERT-VERT. 

Was unbecoming such a holy place : * . -! t 

Then when the Mother Prioress, thro grace. 

With awful mien like self-communing Maid, • I ' 

Would have addressM ihe Bird, and somethiqg 8aid,«;4.i - 

For his first words and all reply thereto, . . ' i 

With a contemptuous^ tone and some ado> 

Unheeding of what horrors he let fall, 

My Youngster answers with a priggish drawL*. 

'* Odd rat 'em !.--^What ridiculous thing* ar» If una I"*' - 

While late with the Dragoons (the story hms) 

From one of them heM heard the shocking words* 

At this exordium of the impious Bird's, 

Young Sister Bridget, whoM have checked him, came - - 

And smoothly said " Dear Brother I fye, for shamei^T* 

The right dear brother, as he rudely swore. 
Retorted with a " perfect rhyme ''' in ore. 
" Heavens ! he's a conjuror," (upcolouring. 
Rejoins the Nun) ^' Lord ! what a wicked thing I 
" Is that the pious Parrot as we'd heard I " 
At this Vert- Vert, like genuine gallows-bird, 

Apostrophized her with a '' d your eyes !" 

To stop the Grenadier's profane replies. 
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Each now came up-.jaiid got in turn her own : 

The young demure (mes mocking in their tone, 

He imitated their loquacious rage ; 

Still keener on the Bcolds of riper age, 

He mimickM th^r orstionB^ nasal twang. 

^Twas worse when, with a PrivateerVmaa's slang, 

Fatigued with their dull leetores oft r^iearsM, 

With passion swelPd and foaming nigh to burst, 

He tfatmder'd out all those appalling words 

HeM borrowed from the learned Boatmen^ hoards ; 

And, cursing — swearing ^with a voice of shrew, 

All H ^'s* strange Devils -f- passing in review,^ 

The d B and bl ■ .sj: disported round his beak i 

The younger Sisters thought him talking greek : 

* There may be persons who might imagme '' H , , ** to mean 
the fabulous Hades: but they would be m error, as it is only a 
contraction of the ^ Black Hole/* not that of Caleutta^but^ 
one lower down and hotter still, said to be the residence of the 
ancient Nicholas. 

f The Vert-Verts of Italy (as Menage tells us) in their objur- 
gations enumerate so many as 30,000: ^Trenta mila DiavoUf** 
See Appendix. 

^ Some words of mauvais tan, used by one of the interlocutors 
here, are, according to custom, abridged with a dash : but, as we 
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'' Confound it I Curse my liver ! Smash mj fOkiedlh i'iii ' 
At these terrifio words the general Grate ' ._//il V/ ' 

Are horror struck ; the speechless Noviefis » r.i toiV^ ' 

As if for life flying ^eross them3eivea:a]]d blB86r;£!3LY/ ' 

All, thinking sure the World is at anend, . . if> cT 

Their steps post-hasfe tdwardA the^ cellar bend:; ' - T 

And Mother Martha, fallitig on her nose, 

Is doomM her la»t remaining toaih to lose 1 

Scarce uttering a s^ulebral vtMc^^s sound . . - - < 

*^ Otood Heavens ! (moans Sister Tabitha) w1m» lasmd^V i 

" Good Heavens ! who^s given us this Son of eViLi-* ^ -^ 

*' This Infidel ^this sad incarnate Devil J'' 

^' Oh blessed Lady ! how in conscience e^er'*^ - »^ 

^' Like some lost soul can thus he curse and swearr^ * I 

*' Is this the sense ^the knowledge all approved ^ : • ''^- 

" Of that Vert- Vbrt so vaunted and beloved i^ 

** Forthwith expel him — send at once away.'* ^ 

* Oh Gracious Lord ! (cries Sister Dorothy) . . i 

* What horrors ! At our Sisters' of N^m-s" 

' Do dius they talk ? Is this sad language theirs !' ■ 1 

wonld not be thought to «talk greeV' the uninitiated ^er'is 
Mformed that d.. stands for « drat" and b for ^ blow/* * 
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^ Is^t thua^tibey edaeate and bring up youth V 

* Why ^what a faereiao ! Oh heavenly truth V 

' Ne^er let him ^iter here : you**!! have all Heir 
' With . iMi MsA imp in garrison aa welU^ 

To end : Ymr^VvBt i» in hk cago replacM. 
Tis settled : They detecmine in ail haste . 
At once to send die fool-mouth^ sinner back : 
The Pilgrim, too, desired no better traok* 
He'^s straight proscribed, declared a wicked wreti^h, 
In^oteai and. coiiricted in his speech 
Of haying tampered with — for ends' maliga.^ . 
The holy Sisters^ virtue. All now sign 
His sentence, weeping yet the culprit lad • 
For, what, a pity he should be so bad. 

So yoi^ng still in his age'^s flower and pride ; 

And, ^neath such lovely plumage, thus should hide 

A finishM scoundreFs cunningness and art 

A pagan's air...,4md reprobate'^s hard heart ! 
At length, borne by the Warder to the port, 
He goes^ this time not biting save in sport ; 
A passage-boat the reverend rogue receives ; 
And-this sad shore without regret he leaves. 
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Such was the Iliad of our Heroes woes, : ^{X 

Alas not ended yet ! Meanwhile he goefli : , -^ 7 

What deep despair when now, at length retameA-/ •> J/T 

Where he so long..Jhis first abode aojoomed^ 

To give Uke music and like scandal came 1 
What shall our wretched Siateis do for duune ! 
With weq)ing eyes, while horn»r them assails, 
In mantles long and dapiefolded veils. 
Nine Ancimits enter to the Council-room : 
Conceive, deliberating on his doom, 
Nine Centuries met ! There hopeless on the floor. 
Without those Sisters whoM have pleaded for, 
In open Court within his cage ^icdiained, 
Vert-Vert appears, unfriended and disdained* 
The votes are callM : On sable scrolls forthwith 
Already two have destined him the death : 
Two others, something less severe than they. 

Will that to his unhappy fate a prey — 

He be retumM to that far pagan Earth 
That with the dark-hued Brahmin gave him birth : 
But the remaining five, with one consent, 
Determine on the Culprit's punishment : 
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They doom to two monthB^ abEtinence, moreover 
To three of exile, and of silence four ; 

MeanwMle sweet biBcuita^^toilets and alcoves 

Shall be forbidden him^^and garden groves : 
Nor is this all ; they^ for his jailor ohuse, 

His guard and sole companion to amuse. 

The Alecto of the House, a hideous fright, 

A surly cross-grainM hag, a Uving bUght, 

A pale octogenarian skeleton, 

Form'^d for repentant sin to look upon. 

Yet, in despite his rigid Argus^ care, 

Oft friendly Sisters stole to see him there ; 

And, mourning with kind sympathy his fate, 

His exile's rigours wont to mitigate. 

Ofttimes, from matins coming with her chums, 

Sweet Sister Rose had brought him sugar-plums : 

But ah ! in chains ^beneath a jailer's lash 

The choicest sweetmeats are but tasteless trash J 

By stern misfortune taught, and stung with shame. 
Or tired to see his plaguy comrade Dame, 
The contrite Bird at length his error knew; 
Monk Boatmen and Dragoons forgotten grew; 



W VEBT-VEBT. 
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And, vnth our Sisters now in tune and chord 
To full and perfect harmony restored. 
He more than any Canon grew devout. 
When heM of his conversion left no doubt, 
The old Divan, their vengeance softening yet. 
Abridged the penancd of the banishM Pet. 
Ah sure the happy day <^ his recall 

Shall be a day of joyfulness to all ! 

To fondness givfflii its moments, as they run 

By Lovers own hand in raptures shall be span : 

Alas ! what do I say! Oh faithless joys I 

Oh false allurements of terrestrial toys ! 
With flowers was every dormitory strewn, 

4 

Songs perfect coffee sports attend the boon. 

Full liberty— jsweet tumuli— bliss confessed, 
All charming ardours everywhere expressM. 
Nought threatenM neighbouring woes: But, sad reverse 1.4- 

Of our kind Sisters indiscretion worse ! 

From his long diet^s ills of scanty meats 
Too quickly passing to a flood of sweets. 
With sugar crammM and burnt with syrups hot, 
Vert-Vbrt, unsated, falling on the spot, 
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To gloomy cypress saw his roses turn ! 
In vain the Sisters sought with fond concern, 
His flitting Soul and parting sighs to stay; 
This sweet excess thus hurrying him away, 
Blest victim of the love his heart desired, 

In pleasure's lap he hlissfdlly expired ! 
His dying words were echoed by their cries. 
Tis o''er ! But Venus, as she closed his eyes, 
Amidst Elysium's sacred bowers reclinM.^ 
With Hero-Parrots has his place assigned, 
Near him, whose shade and wisdom teaching tong' 
By soft Corinna's lover* erst was sung. 

Who may relate what deep regrets deplored 
The illustrious departed ? To record 
Its sad details, the Keeper-Sister 'non 
Drew up the Official Circular thereon. 
From which Tve drawn the story of his fate. 
For after ages to perpetuate. 

His features copying nature ^were pourtrayed ; 

More hands than one, with Love's instructing aid, 
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Bj mimic, oolours and the needless art 
A second life did to bis limbs impart ; 
Wbile sorrow, mitigating thus its woand, 
EmbroiderM tears and painted them araimd« 
Were paid him all fimereal honours, those 
That Helicon on famous Birds bestows* 
His tomb was ^neath a myrlle'^s branches made. 
Which still the modern ihansoleum shade : 
There by those tender Artemisas** hands. 
Around an Urn begirt with flowery bands. 
In golden letters was inscribed this verse : 
The tearful current trickles to rehearse 



Yb! to ouk Elder Sisters who unknown. 
Within these oroybs converse and plat, 

A moment IF TE CAN ^YOUR WABBLINOS STAY, 

And make our woes your own. 

Yb'rB HU8H*d! if THIS BE TOO SETERE RESTRAINT, 
ThBN SFBAK, but SPEAK TO ECHO OUR COMPLAINT: 

Onb word our tender sorrows' cause imparts 

Here lies VERT-VERT : with him here lie all hearts ! 



CANTO IV. 59 

Tifl said, howe'^er (now with another word 

To end my Tale) the manes of the Bird 

No longer lodge within the aforesaid tomb ; 

But that, obedient to predestined doom, 

His spirit in a Convent rests in bliss ; 
And evermore, hj metempsychosis, 

The inunortal Parrot thro the Nuns in death 

Transmits his soid and chattering tongue therewith. 



KND OF CANTO IV. 
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NOTES. 



*9* Notice is here called and claim made to our 

here application of the dash or m-rule stop, namely placing 

it on the line : about which matter more anon. 

Canto I. p. 26. l. 4. 

This thought may have been suggested by a lively Epi- 
gram of the witty Regnier Des Marais ; which, as it may not 
be known to the Reader, we will give here in translation. 
There is a version of it by Pamell, but somewhat free. It 
may itself have originated in a Topographical Account of the 
Danube, a little book of the 17th Century. 

On the Danube. 

Lo fickle Danube, roaming wide, 
Now Protestant — now Papist thought,* 

Serve Rome and Luther with his tide ; 
And, holding afterwards for nought 

Both Papist and the Lutheran side, 
Conclude his course of changeful mood 
With being not even a Christian flood. 

Excursive thus who wandering goes. 

The while but seldom better grows ! 

Canto I. p. 26. l. 15. 

The Order of " The Visitation of the Virgin," for female 
Religious, was founded in 1610, by Erancis de Sales, titular 
Bishop of Geneva, who after his death received the honours 
of canonization. Their dress is black with a white Whimple 
and a silver Cross in front. 
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Canto II. p. 40. l. 8. 

"A rebel orison." These words^ as conveying a clearer 
sense to the English Reader^ have been substituted for those 
in the original, namely — " the prayer in Racine," alluding to 
that uttered by Esther, in the Sacred Drama so called, 
bewailing her splendid captiyity as Ahasaerus's Queen. 
We subjoin a translation of the only part on which the 
allusion bears. 

Esther. A. 2. 8. 2. V. 27—36. 

ft 

^ Pour fnoiy que tu retiens parmi ees infidelks** 

m 

For me — confined among this heathen crew. 

Thou know'st how ill their guilty fetes I Tiev, . n- w 

And rank with profiuiations most abhorred 

Their table — ^banquets — and libations poured ; - :• -* 

That e*en this pomp I'm now c(mdemn'd to beor^^ 

This diadem I must in public wear, 

On those same solemn prideful days when worn 

Unseen and lone I trample on with scorn ; • p 

That I've — ere these vain Gods for ashes prayed, 

And only love those tears Thou see'st me shed ! v " ' ' 1 ' 



• / 



* « 
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Canto IV. p. 61. Note +. 

y/ 

Trenta mUa Diaifoli / It is a curious coincidence, if jl^ 
be not a designed arrangement, that the ancient Greels 
(according to Hesiod, Br^af y. 250) counted just an equsil 
number of Gods, and Varro estimates those of the Bomai^ 

at the same, namely 30,000. This is the ^^ balance 

of power." 

Canto IV. p. 57. l. 12. 

As the Reader may like to see in what terms Ovid has 
spoken of his Bird, to spare the trouble of reference w« hm 
translate them. 
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ELEGY ON A PARROT", 

Ovid. Aho«vm. Lib : 2. iS : 6. 

Alas, in death my Indian Prattler lies ! 
60, winged Tribes ! perform his obsequies : 
60, pious Birds ! your featherM bosoms beat ; 
With claW'-tom breasts show grief nought counterfeit ; 
For scatter^ locks your ruffled plumage tear ; 
Let moaning notes for trumpets^ fill the air. 
Why, Philomel I still weep a tyrant'^s crime ? 
Thy sorrows now should be subdued by time ; 

Too long indulged thy tears for Itys flow, 

On other funerals now those tears bestow. 
Weep, all who cleave thro liquid air your way ! 
feut, friendly Dove^! chief thou the tribute pay: 
Thro life ^tween you still fondest union reigned, 
And constant faith ye to its close maintained : 
As to Orestes was the Phocian Youth, 
The Dove to thee — who lovMst with equal truth. 

What vails that truth ^thy lovely hues and form ? 

What all thy varied mimicry's light charm ? 



64 OVID. AMORUM. 

What vails thee now that given ray FbiF Wpl^UMrr^dV/ 
Thy matchless glories sink 'neath pale difi^Blili^t'^' mox^iH 
Thy brilliant dyes the vivid emerald sha^^l""- ^fl8V98 
Around thy beak blent gold and purple fiAtiid*^ ' ^t^fff oYi 
No earthly Bird Ifkfe thou could voice exprW«_if5«^^ ^oY 

The loud-breathed Call no« isbfteBf wkifiperkte^^'^'Vnv^ 

Thee Envy * smote. ' Avtoe to ruthless M^t^ A 

Thou lovMst in peac6'to chat remote from jart ' ''>^f5 U 
Impatient still Love^ coirv^rse to resume, i\:kiit Vjl 

Thou ne'^er at meat didst many hours eonsum^^:''' •" jfl'^ 
Sleep-moving poppy or a nut thy food;^ -y-ji-'i):^ ^nrST 
The limpid wave sufficed thy thirsty in^^od. ^ ^'^ J^'-' ^^ 
Behold the Quails^ incessant warfare wage, ^ "- ^'i - ii T 
And nevertheless attain to lengthened' ag^; ^ ^ 'j^' ^ '^^'-* 
The insatiate Vulture lives; the prowling HKwl^i dirN 
Of wheeling flight ; and rain-predicting Book v^ .^^i '^M 
The Crow^, despite arm-girt Minerva lives^ niij, A 

Whose term of years almost ten centuries ^ves; i- *iVN 
And yet he dies, who spoke with human lore, 
My Parrot, gift from Earth^s remotest shore ! 
DeatFs greedy hands too oft first snatch the best; ' 
To prey at leisure on the worthless rest : 
His brothers witnessM valiant Hector'*s doom : 
Thersites saw Protesilaus^s tomb. 



LIB: 2. EL: 6. 65 

Why?iMM!i5fi]p^l thy Mistress" prayers for thee, 
Prayers s^r^t by^l^otus o'^er the brawling sea ! 
Seven^ suns jb«4fihii^d.: no following beams might heal: 
No more f0^^^)00 revolyed the fatal wheel : 
Yet knewjUaij aecpctt^ di^ir aqcusbMuM chords, — 

A leafy jfTQFe is in JB^sifim-^^ouT^d^ 
Where fadeless yei^ure clotlies. tl^^ f^^^ ground,. 
If truth be told ..the feather'^d Just^A .dpmain, , , , 
Where wi$^ed Birds can ne'ler admi9siQn.gain : 
There guileless Sw^jqia roam wide the bli^ul space, 
And living Ph€^ix..^ingle of his race ; . 

The Peacock there unfolds his gaudy hues, 
His gentle mate the amorous Turtle wooes. 
With them reoeived those wooded shades among. 
My Parrot charms with his instructive song : 

A grave a little grave ^his dust confines. 

Where,. small like him, a stone reveals these lines 

This Tomb the chattibst of Bibds utytrns: 

Her oirr.— XT speaks how much his Mistress mourns! 
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The little Elegy of Oatnllns on the death of his Mistress's 
Sparrow being often alluded to, and natnrally occurring to 
the mind here, we also subjoin it. It is, however, in every 
point very much inferior to Ovid's. 

On the Dbath of Lbsbia^s Sparrow. 
Catullus. Poem 3. 

Ye Graces! we^p. /Vyeep^^Loves ! and not less je..^^ 
Ye true and tender Lovers I w^ep with me. 

My Lesbians Sparrow'*s dead ! from Earth removed 

That darling Bird she than her eyes more loved. 

So fond so gentle ! as ^with instinct true.^ 

A Child its Mother, he my Lesbia knew. 
Still round her fluttering on affectionate wing ; 

Or on her breast reposing, would he sing 

But sing for her alone. Now pass'^d that bourn 

In that dark path whence there is no return. 

He lonely wanders. Fatal shades ! alas ! ..„' < 

Ye who devour all Earth of fairest has, 

Heirs black abodes ! I curse you. Mournful word I.^ 

YeVe from me taken that delightful Bird. 

Thus prematurely hurried to the tomb, . ,,., 

Ill-fated Sparrow 1 what a hapless doom I i V 

My Lesbians beauteous eyes are swollen red, 

DimmM with the tears yeVe cruel made her shed 
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Ovid Amorum. Lib. 2. El. 6. 



NOTES, 



Non 1. 

The Parrot has also been celebrated by Statius, probably in 
imitation of this Elegy. See his SylvsB, Lib. 2. EcL 4^ where he 
cans it Dux Fo/tMrvm../' Prince of ^itds.^ 



Trumpets were used at the ftmerai ceremonies of the Anti^nts. 
See inter aUa Viigil. ^a : L. XL V. 192. and Horace. Serm. L. 1. 
S. 6. V. 43—4. 

Note 3. 

Pliny, in his Natural History (lib. 10. Cap. 74) spealcs of the 
several animals between whom a spontaneous affinity and alliance 

4 

seems to exist, as of others who are instinctive enemies : He conjoins 
the Tnrtle-Dove with the Jay. Onr Naturalists generally couple the 
Pigeon and the Pye. 

Note 4. 

Here seems an allusion to foul play, as if the Bird had been 
poisoned, or perhaps looked upon with an ''evil eye.** But, from 
Y. 45. '' Seven Sims had shined *' it would appear that he died of 
some acute disease. However that be, the seventh day, according to 
Hippocrates, was one of the critical periods in certain complaints. 
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Note 6. 

The pngnaciouB dispositioii of this species is well known: In 
fonner times they were commonly trained to fighting, in the same 
manner as Cocks ; and are so to the present day in some parts of 
Italy and in India. 

Note 6. 

The oldest-Jf not the hest^^authority for the great age here 
attributed to '^Maitre Corbeau** is Hesiod, who, as quoted by Pliny 
from a Work now unfortunately lost, tells us that his life is ^nine 
times that of a Man.*' As for Minerva*8 aversion to him, it may 
have arisen from the hostility said by Pliny (ubi supra) to exist 

between him and the Owl her acknowledged favourite; possibly 

also for his unwise pertinacity in living so much longer than other 
people. It is probably with reference to this Bird's unusual 
longevity, if not to millftnarian Phosnix, that the Spanish use their 
valedictoiy (with which we will take leave of the Reader).. 
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THE END. 
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To A. NEAVE 

With VERT-VERT. 

March 22^ 1840. 



Releas'^d from Winter^s dreary reign, 

As onwards Sol careers, 
This Day renewed the Year again 

Its vernal livery wears. 

This Day (that shares an equal hour 
With Night diminished hence) 

Soft Spring resumes its regal power 
And genial influence. 

Despite the throne-ejected North 

Still lingering cold around, 
The bud ^the blossom blade burst forth. 

And verdure decks the ground. 

Now Earth^imlock''d her stores resigns. 

Her various fruits forth brings : 

All Nature renovated shines 

Creation joyful sings. 

Dear Anna ! ay : as years still pass. 

With Nature Earth His so. 

But with Earth^s habitants, alas ! 

Far different is the show : 



No second Spring to Man renews 

The verdure of bis prime : 
He thence to Winter^s close pursues 

His brief allotted time. 

True, some there are-_some favourM few, 

Who never feel the change, 
Some charming evergreensL-like Yew, 

Still young throughout lifer's range ; 

In mind unalter'^d as in mien, 

Whom nothing chills or glooms. 
In whose warm hearts still fresh and green 

One Spring perpetual blooms. 

But these are to the common lot 

Exceptions rare : while all 
At last must feel, exempted not, 

Stern Winter'^s iron thrall. 

Not BO in that Celestial Sphere, 

Whereto your eyes still turn ; 
Where You " abide,'^ tho living here 

Till reachM the mortsd bourn : 

There But, restrainM by deepest awe, 

Let not my trivial hand 
Attempt in fancy tho to draw 

The veil from that blcfst Land. 



You, and all such, the happy few, 

The good ^the truly wise, 

Howe''er unseen can inwMds view 

That Heaven whereto theyM rise. 

Yet may we enjoy the transient hour 

Allotted us on E»rth, 
Bask in the sheen, and pluck the flower, 

With wisdom tempering mirth. 

You pass that hour in doing good, 

Enjoying thus ^you use : 

I, wanting better tasks, late wooed 

In trifling with the Muse : 

Denied those better tasks to me. 
With her I " employments^ find ; 

With her in what at least wrong-free, 
If not of worthiest kind. 

To mark by some peculiar date 
The deed this act of rhyme, 

Which, while with pride I perpetrate, 
You rather hold a crime, 

IVe fixM upon this Day Spring'^s first : 

Yet here by you up-buoyed. 

Who deem all days but best or worst 
As well or ill employed : 
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And surely not that day ^whate'er 

Is lost or passM in vain, 
Which greets and specially when " fair 

A Friend with friendship-strain. 

But now, dear Anna ! let me cease ; 

Nor prematurely tire, 
Exhausting, ere my longer Piece, 

The patience 'twill require. 

Farewell ! Yet in this gossip " Fit,'' 

But preluding my Song, 
Addressing You with pain I quit 

A theme I'd fain prolong. 

The tuneful German's moral Bell, 
That late I struck, with you 

Some favour found : May this as well 
Prove not ungrateful to ! 

Sweet-sounding to your partial ear. 
May poor Vert- Vert's here be 

A note that you well-pleased shall hear, 
If not for him for me ! 



M. M. 



— ^ \ 







J 



